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There were huge maps on the walls and we used to search them minutely, trying to find the various places mentioned, while, with a ruler, we decided that the Americans were now so many miles from Bologna or wherever it was.
This would have been a fairly simple day's work but for the fact that new worries entered our lives. Colonel Astley, the British Public Relations chief, was—in the course of his duties—constantly offering us mystery missions, being unable, for security reasons, to explain exactly what they were. We, on our side, could not ask the office what to do about it because (a) we did not know precisely what each project was, and (&) censorship did not allow us to discuss such matters by cable or letter.
On one occasion, I remember, Colonel Astley did make a clean breast of it and told us that the mission he was offering was to drop by parachute behind the Italian lines to spend some time with British-aided partisans. The word "parachute" recurred with ominously increasing frequency in our lives. Sitting on their untidy trestle tables, in an attentive circle round him, the correspondents seemed a little cold about this project. There was a painful silence.
"Come," said the Colonel genially. "I'm told that parachuting is very safe and simple nowadays."
"Yup," drawled an elderly American. "Only one thing can go wrong."
Some of these missions were concerned with small operations among the Dalmatian islands and in Albania conducted by a formation known as Land Forces (Adriatic). I was uneasily conscious that one of these days an enterprising unit attached to Land Forces (Adriatic) might do something spectacular. On the other hand, after my experience in Leros, and with recollections of Elba, I had become somewhat allergic to islands.
An operation given the weird code name of " Towanbucket" was being hawked around among the correspondents at this time. As usual, we could not discover precisely what it was all about. I began to entertain suspicions, however, that it might be concerned with a landing in Greece. That would obviously be a good story, but I knew that the official force for the liberation of Greece was to come from the Middle.ain road, wasd to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
